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and walked towards the mill, looking back and laughing,
Miron went a greyish-yellow, jumped nimbly out of the
wagonette and went to the horses' heads to lead them. But
the German pursed his lips, seized Miron by the sleeve and
signed to him to turn back,
" Let go i " Miron pulled himself away and turned whiter.
" You're not going to have my horses/'
By Miron's tones the German guessed the nature of the
reply. He bared his teeth, stared fixedly at the cossack, and
raised his voice authoritatively. He took hold of the strap
of the rifle slung across his shoulder, but at that moment
Miron remembered his youth, He gave the man a short arm
jab with his fist on the cheekbone. The German fell headlong,
and as he tried to get up Miron gave him another blow on
the back of his head, glanced around him, and snatched up
the man's rifle. He knew now that the man could not fire
at him as he turned the horses round, and his only fear was
lest he had been seen from the railway. Never before had
the raven horses galloped at such a pace ! Not even at a
wedding had the wagonette wheels rattled so violently.
" Lord, save me ! Defend me, Lord ! In the name of the
Father ! " Miron muttered as he incessantly used his whip.
His inborn greed was almost his undoing : he wanted to
drive to the Ukrainian to collect his things. But his prudence
won, and he turned out of the town. He drove the eight
miles to the first village swifter (as he afterwards put it)
than the prophet Elijah in his chariot of fire. He turned
into the yard of an Ukrainian acquaintance and, more dead
than alive, told the man what had happened, imploring him
to hide him and his horses,
" Hide me ! I'll pay you whatever you like 1 Only save
me from death and hide me somewhere. Ill send you a
flock of sheep. 111 not regret half a score of my best sheep ! "
Miron pleaded and promised,
He remained with the Ukrainian until night was falling,
then drove off again like a madman at a gallop, until the
horses were covered with foam. Only when he had put a
good distance between himself and Millerovo did he rein in
the horses,
But he did not send the Ukrainian the promised sheep*
That autumn he happened to call at the village and, catching
the man's eyes fixed expectantly on him, he told him ;